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A Million and Two 


Author's Notes: 
This was written while | was staying at the famous Menger Hotel in San Antonio, Texas. It\'s a hundred and 
fifty years old and supposedly haunted. | experienced some spirits that night..mainly rum ;-) 


He likes breathing hotel air. He knows he shouldn't, that it's air that's circulated in dozens of people's lungs and 
been spit out again. Used air. It carries a mingling of odors, germs, and only God knows what else. But he feels 
it has history. Its the same reason he likes thrift store clothes and his grandfather's old worn out fedora. He 
slides his fingers across the warped and weaving brim, taking a film of dust off with it. He smiles to himself 
because he thinks maybe his fondness for such things, his quirkiness, may be the reason why Chad likes him. 
If anything, its what's held Chad's attention. With the benefit of that, how can such eccentricity be bad? 


"Pardon me." 
He sidesteps a busboy in the hall, tilting his hips like Gene Kelly, a hitch step, a switch of feet double time. In 


the process, he catches his reflection in the mirror on the far wall ahead of him and sees Chad behind him. 


Still there. Still following. He'd wondered if he'd lost him at the elevators, their eyes catching a brief moment 


before the doors pulled closed, but it's obvious now he hadn't. 


Raine. His faded blue eyes are glinting and sheer like antique glass; his skin, iridescent, pale, the color of aged 
pearls. He thinks maybe he was born old, not a creation of new flesh at all but bits and pieces of things found 
in some secondhand store, already worn and made comfortable by someone else. An old soul. He's a perfect foil 
to the statuesque blonde not far off his heels. No, everything about Chad is bright, shiny, golden, and new, the 
first ray of sunshine that warms the earth each morning. Opposites. Because Raine is the blue tinged glow of 
night, sometimes romantic, sometimes lonely, sometimes thick with heat, sometimes chillingly cool. He was born 
with an ingrained knowledge, intuition, the same one that tells him tonight will be the night. And he hopes that 


intuition won't fail him this time. 


He pulls the key from his jacket pocket and slips it into the lock. He chose this hotel specifically for that 
reason, that it still uses keys, not the plastic card readers. This hotel is a hundred and fifty years old, thick 
with memories and emotions, ghosts, and if everything goes his way, he'll be leaving another spirit here 
tonight, a cool, mint green haze like when night kisses the morning, handing over it's hold on time. It gives and 


waits for the gifting back 


The door isn't weighted, so it doesn't fall shut on it's own. Raine leaves it open and tosses his key on the desk 
as he walks by it. Before he gets to the window, he hears the tap of the knob's gears settling into the door 
frame. Someone shut it. He knows Chad shut it. The air behind him is thick with a presence.. a present, the one 
he's wanted for a long time now. He doesn't speak a word as he takes a glass, scoops some ice into it from the 
bucket, and pours over the cubes. Bourbon. Canadian Mist. He chuckles to himself about that. There's a 
Canadian Mist behind him and he has every intention of getting a good taste of it. When he lifts his glass, the 
flat square cubes thinly tap against its sides. There's a break in his breathing for him to swallow. He delicately 
tugs a curtain sheer that's blocking his view to the street outside. 


"Is this what you want?" he asks as Chad steps close behind him. 

"| don't know." 

"Then why did you follow me?" 

Chad watches, can't take his eyes away from him. His head softly veers in the direction of his gaze, like dogs 
do when you wag a treat in front of their face. "I don't... |... | want... l'm not sure." Chad's lashes flash just as 
his companion turns around. Blue eyes on blue eyes, but that's the only thing they have in common, except for 
Canada.. or music. Or maybe not. 


"What do you want?" 


Chad's tongue slips in between the thin line where his lips meet. Then it quickly slides back in. Through a smile 
his breath carries the words, "If | only fucking knew... 


Chad watches Raine's hand takes his, fingers lightly brushing, curling, gripping, pulling him. And their lips meet. 


Raine's hand releases his to rise and cup the back of his neck, bring him closer. Or maybe to keep him from 
slipping away. He can taste a hint of need under the whiskey, and it makes his heart skip. He's wanted. By 
someone he wants. So, why is he so scared? 


The contact is brief before they part. Chad's gaze follows the cold blue eyes that are locked on him. As he 


steps away, he feels the reaching out in them, sees it. He wonders if his partner can see it in his eyes too. 
"Do you want a drink?" 
"No." 


Chad's gaze follows the crushed green fedora, the thrift store velvet jacket. He has the intense urge to take 
those worn garments off Raine, ‘cause he wants more for his friend. He doesn't understand this fondness for 
old things, this shrouding in mystery, a history he will never know. He's not sure he wants to. He wants to 
believe that all Raine's nights were nothing until this evening, didn't exist, that this is what's finally bringing 
Raine to solidity, to life. 


Without warning, the fedora is tossed and caught by the top of a chair. The velvet jacket slips casually down 
slim shoulders, exposing a plain white t-shirt. It's not tucked in, and Chad can see a trace of plaid boxer edging 
over the top of faded jeans when Raine reaches back for the neckline. The t-shirt comes up over his head and 


falls to the floor. 
"See anything you like?" 


The antique eyes watch him, waiting for Chad's answer. After he nods his head, Chad notices they sparkle a 


little, brightening from a smile. 


"I have a feeling l'm gonna like what's under here." Raine playfully yanks on the hem of Chad's embroidered 
shirt. Chad raises his hands to start unbuttoning it, but is pushed away. "No, let me." 


Their faces are meer inches apart. It's a comfortable invasion of personal space. No, not comfortable. Wanted 
Chad eases himself into it, like one might give in to a too warm bath. His breath shutters as Raine's palm 
brushes over his now exposed chest. It feels like the begining of a steep fall, the car of a rollercoaster ride, 
one that's teetered on top of the hill for far too long. He knows he's at a point of no return, but something 


inside him warns him to stop and turn back. 


"Raine," he finally says, and then immediately regrets it. He's sure the word is coated with need, desire, and 


weakness, and he hates that it makes him feel that way. 
"What?" 


"| don't know. | um. Maybe this is..." 


A smile begins to play over Raine's lips. "Right?" 

"Maybe. Maybe it's wrong." 

"Does it feel wrong?" Raine bends his head to place his lips around Chad's pink, taut nipple. When he hears a 
moan escape from Chad's throat he's overtaken by another sly smile. He slides his arms around Chad's waist, 
and brings his mouth to a tiny mole on Chad's neck. The words vibrate where they connect. 

"You do this often?" 

"What?" Raine leans back, meeting Chad eye to eye. 

"Pick up men in seedy hotels." 

"You followed me. | didn't pick you up." Raine steps away to drop himself onto the bed. He links his arms behind 
his head, crosses his legs at the ankles, blue eyes stare off coldly. "And this is not a seedy hotel. This is the 
oldest hotel for thousands of miles. Just because it's old doesn't mean it's seedy." 

"A million people have probably screwed on that bed." 

"It could've been a million and two tonight." 

"Why?" Chad asks. 

"Why what?" 

"Why me?" 

"Why not you?" 

Chad's thick caterpillar brows pinch over the top of his broad nose. His hand grips his chin, smoothing down his 
goatee. His eyes search Raine's face, looking for what, he doesn't know. "Am | some sort of conquest or 
something? Is this a game?" 

Its not seduction of a straight guy, if that's what you mean. It's not my mission to convert you." Raine 
swishes his arm in the air, it stopping to point at the door. "Go back to your fiance, if you want, and pretend 
you never felt this way... If you can" 

Chad bends down to get his shirt, and Raine feels panic tighten his chest. He wants to say ‘wait, but the word 
clenches in his throat like a fist. He watches what he wants going, going, going..waiting at the door, hand on the 


knob, not moving. Raine notices how Chad's curls hug the collar at the back of his shirt, some sliding into it, 


some choosing to remain on the outside. 


"Does anyone know?" 
"What?" Raine asks. 

"That you do this’ 

"Do what?" 

Chad turns to see over his shoulder. "Fuck men" 
"| dont know, and | don't care. 

"Your wife?" 


Raine shrugs, one eyebrow moving in unison with his shoulders. His lips pout and puff out. "Probably. If she 
does, she doesn't seem to mind. Maybe she thinks | need a lot of male bonding.’ 


A grin grows on Chad's mouth, his lips finally seperating to show his teeth. Raine thinks it would be nice to run 
his tongue along the edge of them.run it all over the rest of Chad too. He smiles when Chad steps back 
towards him. When he gets close, Raine sticks his leg out and then pulls the other one up as well, trapping 
Chad between them. 


"| don't want anyone to know," he says. 


"Don't worry," Raine whispers through a smile. "My lips are sealed." 


~fin~ 


